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A building known as Foulridge Dandy Shop is supposed to have been built in 1666 as a Quaker 
meeting-house, with burial-ground attached. The name indicates that the building was used in 
the early part of the 18th century as a textile manufactory. 

In the small village of Foulridge, nestled in the rolling hills of Lancashire, England, stands a 
building steeped in history and mystery. Known as the Foulridge Dandy Shop, this structure has 
been the subject of much speculation and intrigue over the years. 

According to local legend, the building was constructed in 1666 as a Quaker meeting-house, 
complete with a burial ground attached. Quakers, also known as the Religious Society of 
Friends, were a religious group known for their beliefs in pacifism, equality, and simplicity. 

As the years passed, the Foulridge Dandy Shop took on a new purpose. In the early part of the 
18th century, it became a textile manufactory. The name itself, "Dandy Shop," suggests that the 
building was used to produce dandy cloth, a type of coarse woolen fabric commonly used for 
work clothing. 

Despite its long and varied history, the Foulridge Dandy Shop remains shrouded in mystery. 
Some speculate that the building was used for secret meetings during the time of the Quakers, 
while others believe that it was used as a hideout for smugglers. 

Whatever its true purpose may have been, the Foulridge Dandy Shop has become a beloved 
landmark in the village of Foulridge. Its distinctive architecture and rich history have captured 
the imaginations of generations of visitors, and it remains a popular destination for those 
interested in Lancashire's unique cultural heritage. 

As time marches on, the Foulridge Dandy Shop continues to stand as a testament to the 
resilience and ingenuity of the people who built it. Whether used for worship, manufacturing, or 
something else entirely, it remains a symbol of Lancashire's rich and complex past, and a 
reminder of the many stories that lie hidden within its walls. 


By Donald Jay. 


